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Class Assignment 


“Ms. Tyler? Ms. Tyler? Earth calling Ms. Tyler; you're wanted in class.” 

Nicole snapped out of—well, slowly came down from—her daydream 
of what her life would be like after she graduated from Bulwer Elevester 
University. It had been a happy dream, involving a great job, lots of money, and 
the man of her dreams. 

Reality was a lot more prosaic. Most sophomores at BEU had shitty 
campus jobs and very little money, and Nicole was no exception. At least the 
dating scene was good. 

“Ms. Tyler? Like the rest of the class, I’m waiting with baited breath.” 

Being stuck in History of Vanished Cultures on a beautiful Friday wasn’t 
much fun, either. Nicole turned from the window to face Dr. Gibson, who didn’t 
look very happy. “Um, I'm sorry—what did you say?” She could hear snickers 
coming from her classmates. 

“| said, have you chosen what civilization you'll be researching?” She 
paused, looking over the rims of her glasses at Nicole. “Mine is mostly an 
academic question, since | expect your answer to be ‘no.”“ 

Nicole tried not to chew on her fingernails, one of her bad habits when 
nervous or put on the spot. “Lucky for me you already know the answer!” 

More snickering. “And lucky for you I’m willing to assign you the Druids 
of Breizh. There's not a lot of information, so | expect you'll be spending a lot of 
time in the library hunting down primary sources.” Dr. Gibson’s smile had more 
than a hint of malice in it. 

“Okay, sure. Whatever.” Those fingernails were looking more and more 
tempting to Nicole. 

Dr. Gibson did relent enough to say, “If you'll come by my office next 
week l'Il point you to some good starting material.” 

Peter was waiting for her just outside the door after class. “Smooth, the 
way you handled old lady Gibson like that.” 


“Uh huh.” Nicole flipped an errant lock of roan hair from in front of her 
eyes. 

“Oh, definitely. And I'm not being sarcastic.” 

“Walk with me while you're not being sarcastic, then,” Nicole said as she 
headed towards the building’s exit. 

“Yeah, it’s a good thing you were sitting there daydreaming—" 

“| wasn't daydreaming!” said Nicole. 

“—instead of telling Dr. Gibson what civilization you wanted to research. 
| mean, if you had picked your civilization instead of getting it handed to you, 
you might have ended up with something like the civilization on Easter Island.” 
Fair-haired Peter sneezed as they walked into sunlight. “Hundreds of books on 
Easter Island. Millions, maybe.” He whistled tunelessly. 

Nicole narrowed her eyes at Peter. “And do | know the person who chose 
Easter Island?” 

“You do.” Nicole punched him hard in the arm. 

“Ow! What the hell was that?” 

“Me taking my aggression out on you. Oh, well. At least today’s gorgeous.” 

“Just like you, bay-bee.” Peter batted eyelashes at her. 

Nicole grinned. “Should | tell Joshua you were hitting on me?” 

“Why not? You were hitting on me first. Ow!” Peter rubbed his arm. “Fine, 
fine. I’m headed for the quad. You coming?” 

“Can't. I've got College Algebra this hour, and | can’t afford to skip that 
class again until after the next exam.” 

The following hour reaffirmed that she couldn’t afford to skip College 
Algebra. She watched on with growing dismay as Dr. Noether filled the boards 
with incomprehensible formulas. They were covering mathematical logic, and 
all of the nots and ors and ands threw her for a loop. She filled page after page 
with notes of dubious worth, and resolved to see if Joshua or Peter could help 
her. 

At lunch she found out they could help her, if by “help” she meant “make 
merciless fun of.” “Look,” she said, “I know you're an engineer and all,” pointing 
to Peter, “but Joshua, you're poly sci.” 

“Yeah, but that doesn’t mean I don't understand logic. It just means that 
l'Il ignore itin order to get elected one day.” He popped the last of a hot dog into 
his mouth. 
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“Eurg, gross. You certainly don’t understand about eating right.” 

“| understand,’ he said, then took an exaggerated bit of his second hot 
dog. “I juhst cthootse to ignowre.” 

“Classy, Joshua.” Peter shook his head. 

“While you two play dumb and dumber, I’m drowning in logic.” 

“Lack of logic,” said Joshua. 

“Fine, whatever. Can you two help me?” 

Peter and Joshua looked at each other. “Weeeeell,” said Peter, “yes. 
Probably. It depends on how willing you are to learn. Do you have time tonight?” 

“Yes! Wait, no. Fuck. I’ve got to get started on my research paper. Don’t 
look at me like that!” Nicole said to Peter. “I want help! Really! And you two are 
the smartest, bestest people | know to teach me the difference between or and 
xor. 

Joshua had been nodding along with her last sentence. “You got it. 
Though our talents may be wasted on a mathematical naif such as yourself.” 

“You'll get your chance to prove it tomorrow night.” Nicole paused. “Or 
maybe the night after that—l think Sara may be having a party—but I'm 
definitely up for some help one night this week.” 

Peter cocked one eyebrow. “Fascinating,” he said in a level tone. “Can a 
human such as yourself truly learn the depths of logic required? | am skeptical.” 

“Peter, you are sucha geek,” Joshua sighed. 


The evening wasn’t much better than the morning had been. The first 
part of it was spent in her specific shitty campus job: working in the cafeteria. 
Joshua’s eating habits were nothing compared to some people's, judging by the 
trays that came sliding through the return slot and down the conveyor line in 
front of her. Nicole played a spray of water across a tray, loosening the residue 
of tonight’s near-unidentifiable entree. 

Someone came up behind her and pushed up close, making her jump. 
She barely kept herself from squeaking in a very undignified manner. Turning, 
she saw it was Lem, the staff member who supervised the student workers. She 
could smell the ghost of long-departed cigarettes drifting over Lem’s off-white 
teeth. “What’cha up to, darlin’?” he drawled. 


“Gee, | don’t know, Lem. Let me think.” She edged away from him some, 
only to have him step close again. “Oh, that’s right, I'm washing dishes.” Behind 
her, she could hear the clink and rattle of trays backing up on the conveyor line. 

“Good to know you know your job, at least.” His apron was resting lightly 
on the swell of his gut. “Say, what time you get off? Oh, that’s right! | make the 
schedules!” He hit his forehead with the heel of his hand. “Eight P.M. And let me 
think...sure enough, I'm free then, too.” By the smell of it, he must smoke 
unfiltered cigarettes. Or maybe he just shoved cured tobacco leaves in his mouth 
and lit them. “How about you and me get cleaned up and go dancin’?” 

“| can’t believe you'd take more steps than there are between your beer 
fridge and your Barcolounger.” Nicole turned pointedly back to the haphazard 
pile of trays, plates, and silverware. “Besides, | have to study tonight.” 

“Your loss, you know.” The stale cigarette smell began to fade. Then Nicole 
leaped into the air, squeaking this time. The fucktard had pinched her ass! She 
whirled around, water sprayer held at the ready, but Lem was already moving 
away rapidly. 

“Bastard,” she muttered, then turned back to her job. 

As she worked, she could hear snatches of conversation. “Why’s he hit 
on her? Not like she’s a looker or anything.” Bobby, one of her co-workers, was 
having his usual nightly not-quite-quiet-enough discussion with Jim, his buddy 
and partner-in-assholeishness. Their topics never strayed far from two topics: 
the girls they’d banged (or claimed to have banged) over the weekend, and how 
ugly all of the women currently around them were. 

“Some guys like the mousy ones that look like a stick.” Jim snickered. 
“Besides, maybe she runs slow enough that Lem figures even he could catch 
her.” 

Mercifully, the blast of water on trays drowned them out. Nicole attacked 
the backlog with a frenzy, flinging plates about with abandon. She finally caught 
up, which had the unfortunate side effect of giving her enough time to think 
about how hurt she was. 

“Don’t let them get to you,” Laura told her later as they headed back to 
their dorm. “I know it’s tough, but remember that they think with their dicks, 
and as small as those must be, you know they're mentally disadvantaged.” 
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“Yeah, | know. Yeah.” Nicole kicked a stone on the path as hard as she 
could, sending it skittering off into the bushes. “They’re idiots.” 

“Tonight | got off pretty lightly. They only made fun of my hair once.” 
Laura grimaced, then shook her head, sending her curly red hair bouncing. 

“Yeah.” 

“Look on the bright side, girl. At least you don’t have to go back to work 
all weekend.” 

“Yean 

“What’s got you down? You know Sara’s having a party tomorrow night.” 
Laura nudged Nicole with one elbow. “| know someone who needs a stiff drink.” 

Nicole’s sigh echoed from the buildings around them. “Yeah, but what | 
really need is to do a little research in the library tonight. How’s that for fun in 
the big university?” 

“Ouch. Okay, that’s not how I'd want to spend my Friday night.” 

Nicole shrugged as they walked into their dorm. “It’s not like | had a hot 
date tonight or anything. Some friends were going to help me with my algebra.” 
“Ooh, exciting. Be still my beating—oh, | guess it’s already still.” 

“You are going to Sara’s tomorrow, right?” 

“Wouldn’t miss it.” 

“Rock. Okay, I'm going to change and head to the library. See you 
tomorrow night.” 

Harrison Library was unsurprisingly quiet on a Friday night. She made 
her way to the stacks, a list of possible sources clutched in her hand. She’d spent 
part of the afternoon combing through the BEU card catalog from her dorm 
room, and had dumped the call numbers of around a half-dozen promising 
sources to her PDA. 

Two of the sources were rare books and thus locked away in Special 
Collections, which was closed for the night. Three of them had two-sentence 
mentions of Breizh. The other two took a while to find, damn Library of Congress 
system, but looked promising. She dragged them to a small carrel near the 
conference rooms. 

The books turned out to be a lot more interesting than she’d expected. 
Breizh was just a Celtic word for Brittany, the southern part of Britain. The Druids 
were the early intellectual class of the Celts. They were philosophers, historians, 
teachers, and even, supposedly, magicians. 


Magicians. Uh huh. 

Nicole made notes on their culture, and jotted down possible other 
references. She noted their fertility rituals involving mistletoe. She found 
references to them in the writings of Pliny the elder. She read about the 
persecutions that drove them underground time and time again. 

She kept finding references to their beliefs in magic, but there was little 
definite information. All she could find out is that it involved oak, and blood, and 


the full moon. 
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Saras Farty 


Fortunately, the loud music and louder conversations of Sara’s party took 
her mind off of schoolwork. Sara had an off-campus apartment, despite being a 
sophomore. Proof of how rich parents could take care of trifling rules that other 
students had to live by. 

Sara managed to be easy to get along with despite the piles of cash she 
could have at a moment's notice. Sometimes she had to be reminded that not 
everyone had the resources she did. Sometimes she could be a brimming cup of 
bitchiness and snark. But most of the time she was fun to be around. 

And her parties were great. 

Nicole danced her way over to Peter, who was leaning against a wall 
and trying to look comfortable. His failure was written in the half-grimace that 
looked painted on. “Hey, Nicole,” he said. 

“Hey yourself.” Sweat was dripping down her forehead and along the 
ski slope of her nose. “You look like you’re having a great, uh,” Nicole glanced at 
the drink in his hand, “glass of shitty beer.” 

Peter's fingers drummed against the legs of his slacks. Who wore slacks 
to a party like this? At least his hair wasn't slicked back. “Okay, so this isn’t the 
most fun I've ever had.” 

“You never have much fun at these parties.” 

“Could you stop bobbing and weaving like that? It’s enough to make me 
nauseous.” 

“It’s called dancing, Peter.” Nicole shimmied her hips. “You should try it 
some time.” 

“Have you ever seen me dance?” He swallowed some of his beer. 

“Enough beers and you'll be fine.” She thought back to the time she had 
seen Peter dancing. “Well, maybe not fine. Anyway, what’re you doing here? | 
thought you hated parties.” 

“| don’t hate parties!” 

Nicole grinned. “I seem to remember you saying, ‘Parties are the last 
refuge of social sheep.“ 

“| didn't.” Peter frowned. “Or if | did, it was a long time ago.” 


Nicole checked her watch. “Almost a week ago, yeah. How long is that in 
Peter years?” In response, Peter took another gulp of beer, then started coughing. 
“So why are you here?” 

“To get out more.” He glanced over Nicole’s shoulder at someone, then 
looked back at her. “Haven't you said | should work on my social life?” His gaze 
darted over her shoulder again. 

Nicole turned around and saw Sara talking to some guy. “Oho. Well, why 
don’t you come with me and I'll help you with that work.” She put her arm around 
Peter's shoulder and levered him away from the wall. “Besides, | bet you haven't 
said hi to our kind hostess.” The carpet was evidently fascinating Peter, given 
how he wouldn't look up. 

“Nicole!” said Sara. She looked higher. “And Peter.” Sara was short, barely 
five feet tall. Peter clearly found himself staring down at Sara and her cleavage, 
since his head straightened so fast Nicole could swear she heard tendons 
snapping. 

“Uh,” said Peter. 

“I'd like you to meet Jimmy.” Sara turned to the guy next to her. “Jimmy, 
this is Nicole and Peter.” 

Oh, he was cute. Dark hair with that slightly-tousled look that said he 
had more than a passing familiarity with hair-care products. A face that could 
have been on a movie poster, if only it was more tanned. He smiled. At least his 
teeth weren't perfect, though they were close. “Evening.” 

“Hi. Friend of Sara’s?” Idiot, Nicole thought. Idiot, idiot, idiot. No, clearly 
he hates Sara, and is here having a friendly chat with her out of some twisted 
sense of obligation. Idiot. 

“Yes. Let me guess: you're not. You're here just to be polite.” 

“Nicole? Polite?” Sara laughed. “No, it must be friendship.” Nicole was 
blushing. She looked over at Peter, who was also blushing, and blushed more. 

“I, uh, forgot. A drink. | need a drink.” Nicole headed off in a direction she 
hoped would take her to the kitchen. “Be right back!” she said over her shoulder. 
She walked past people, all vague blurs to her in her distracted state. Finding the 
kitchen wasn't as hard as fighting her way through the crowd was. In the kitchen, 
a row of liquor bottles guarded one counter. The keg sat opposite them. Nicole 
blindly filled a cup with some beer. 

“That was smooth,” Peter mumbled. He’d followed her into the kitchen. 

“What?” Nicole looked at him in panic before realizing Peter’s attention 
was focused firmly on himself. “Oh. Oh! No, no, it wasn’t that bad. Honest.” She 
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only hoped the same could be said about her performance. “Come on. When you 
get thrown off a horse you have to climb back on.” 

“Have you ever even seen a live horse?” 

“Sure, once.” Nicole dragged Peter back to where Sara and Jimmy were 
still standing. 

“Found your drink, I see,” said Jimmy. 

“A drink, at least,” Nicole replied. “Oh! | should have seen if either of you 
wanted one.” 

"I'm good,” said Jimmy. 

“Well, | need something,” said Sara. “And Nicole can help me make my 
drink selection.” 

It was Nicole’s turn to be dragged around the party. A glance over her 
shoulder showed poor Peter looking utterly lost and Jimmy looking bemused. 
“What’s this about, Sara?” 

Sara waited until they had fought their way into the kitchen before 
replying. “I saw how you reacted to Jimmy. Ask him to dance.” 

“What?” Nicole tried to sound as nonchalant as possible. 

“Cut the bullshit. I saw you do everything but fall at his feet and worship 
him. Moore’s a nice guy. A little too boring for me to date, but probably just fine 
for your plebeian taste.” 

Te 

“So finish your beer and drag him onto the dance floor. He looks like an 
idiot when he dances, but he loves to do it. The quickest way to a man’s heart 
may be his stomach, but for Jimmy the quickest way to his cock is to get him 
dancing. And don’t laugh at him!” Sara dragged Nicole back to Peter and Jimmy, 
both of whom had plumbed the depths of their conversation and come up empty. 

The music took this opportunity to shift to up tempo synth pop. Sara 
glanced at Nicole, eyebrows wiggling. “Let’s dance!” Nicole said to Jimmy. 

“With me?” said Jimmy. He looked surprised. 

Well, hell. Evidently everyone needed dragging around tonight. Nicole 
took Jimmy’s hand and led him to the dance floor. Sara was right about Jimmy’s 
dancing ability. He flailed. He wobbled. He rocked from side to side at a tempo 
all his own. Sara bit down on the inside of her cheek to keep from giggling. 

They danced through several songs, both of them working up a sweat, 
before Nicole signaled for a break. Out of breath, they moved through the leaping, 
dancing throng, and into the apartment’s courtyard outside. Nicole breathed 
deep of the night air. 


“Nicole!” Nicole saw Laura’s red hair headed for them. “Nicole! There you 
are! | was hoping you'd be here tonight.” It took her a minute to realize that 
Jimmy was with Nicole. “Hi, I'm Laura.” She shook Jimmy’s hand before turning 
back to Nicole. “Anyway, | was afraid you'd have your head buried in books.” 

“Does she study a lot?” 

“She has been lately. Little miss nerd.” 

“Don't listen to her,” said Nicole. 

“You did spend last night working on a paper for History of Vanished 
Cultures.” 

“Dr. Gibson?” asked Jimmy. Nicole nodded. “She’s tough but fair.” 

“You're a history major?” asked Nicole. 

“God, no!” He paused. “I mean, nothing wrong with being a history major. 
It just didn’t interest me.” 

“Uh huh.” 

“FIL pull this foot out of my mouth any minute now, honest.” 

“You're doing fine, honey.” 

“But you've taken a class from Dr. Gibson?” Nicole ignored the leaden 
feeling washing through her and gamely tried to steer the conversation back on 
track. 

“No, not really.” 

“Ohi 

“But friends of mine have. They said she was tough but fair.” 

“That’s just a weaselly way of saying that she’s mean,” said Laura. 

"She's not mean, not really.” Nicole tried to come up with a word that 
did justice to Dr. Gibson. “Just...acerbic.” 

“She got a 700 on her verbal SAT,” said Laura. Jimmy grinned. 

The courtyard whirled around Nicole. She’d danced with Jimmy; maybe 
that was enough for one party. “You know, I’m more tired than | thought. I’m 
going to call it a night.” 

Before she could leave, Jimmy said, “I never heard your last name.” 

“It’s Tyler. Nicole Tyler.” 

“Jimmy Moore. Are you free for coffee any time next week?” 

“Next week?” 

“Will you be too busy with that History of Ancient Cultures stuff?” 

“Vanished,” Nicole said vaguely, while her mind churned through the 
implications. “It’s Vanished Cultures.” 

“Right, right.” 

He was asking her out. “Sure, I'll be free.” He was asking her out. 
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First Attempts 


It wasn’t until the following week that she stumbled upon a more informative 
reference regarding the Druid’s system of magic. Tucked away in Special 


Collections was a dusty old book on “Practical Celtic Magic.” 


“It’s really interesting,” Nicole told Joshua and Laura as they sat on the 
quad one afternoon, sunning themselves. “Apparently one sect of Druids believed 
that magic was emotion and will made real.” 

“Like the Hulk,” said Joshua. 

“No, not like the Hulk.” Nicole pushed a lock of hair back from her eyes. 
“They would invoke the spirits in the light of the full moon.” 

“Like werewolves?” asked Laura. 

“No! The rites under the full moon would tie invoked magic abilities to 
emotions or feelings. One hunter might bind a spell of strength to the excitement 
he would feel during a hunt, or perhaps anger, whatever emotion was most likely 
to be present when he needed the extra strength.” 

“Like a werewolf-Hulk hybrid,” said Joshua. “Ow!” He rubbed his arm 
where Nicole had hit him. “You have real anger management issues.” 

Laura chimed in, “Good thing you don’t have a spell of strength that goes 
off when you feel annoyed.” 

Nicole sighed. “Guys, I' m trying to tell you about the cool stuff I've found, 
and all you can do is make stupid jokes.” 

“Our jokes aren't stupid!” said Laura. 

Nicole glared at her. “What | thought was neatest—” 

“Why does she think our jokes are stupid?” Joshua asked Laura, sotto 
voce. 

“—was how they incorporated mathematical concepts—" 

“Maybe her sense of humor is broken,” Laura whispered back. 

“—using them to describe the OKAY YOU GUYS SHUT UP!” Laura and 
Joshua looked at Nicole, eyes wide at the outburst. “Thanks. Anyway, they used 
mathematical concepts to define spells.” 

There was silence. 

“Okay, I' m done. Continue with the joke-telling and merriment-making.” 

More silence. 
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“Yes, fine, I'm sorry. | am a mean old crone who wants nothing more 
than to stomp all of your fun into the dirt.” 

Laura just looked at Nicole, bottom lip trembling. 

“You know you look like a sad Raggedy Ann doll when you do that.” 

“Ooh,” said Joshua. “Them’s fightin’ words! Hit her!” 

“No.” Laura sniffed. “I am above such childish behavior.” She stuck her 
tongue out at Nicole. 

Nicole, however, wasn't really listening. She was staring across the quad, 
watching the wind stir the early autumn leaves, and thinking. It was a pity magic 
didn't work. Her daydreams could become reality. A good job, lots of money, the 
man of her dreams... 

And the full moon was due in three days. 

She'd have to learn more about how their magical language worked. The 
procedure wasn't that difficult: in the light of the full moon, write your spell on 
parchment in your own blood with a stylus made of oak. It was what to write 
that was so difficult. 

“You guys know where | can get some parchment and an oak stick?” 

Joshua said, “My goodness, a transmission from Planet Nicole! We 
thought that planet lost, whirled into a section of space which absorbed radio 
waves!” 

“Yeah, fuck you. Parchment? Oak?” 

“Oak’s easy,” said Laura, picking a stick up from the ground. “This is oak.” 

“| guess | can trust the woman who's taking botany this semester.” 

Josuha said, “Parchment’s available from the games store over on 7th. 
What? Why are all of you staring at me? Sometimes you need parchment for a 
D&D session.” 

“Why, Joshua, you're turning as red as my hair.” 

“In a blatant attempt to divert attention elsewhere, let me say: Nicole, 
why are you interested in oak and parchment?” 

“Me? Oh. Well. |, uh, it’s for, um, a collage.” 

“Collage? You're not taking Art Appreciation this semester.” Joshua 
scooted closer. “C’mon. You can tell us. ‘Fess up.” He lowered his voice to a 
conspiratorial whisper. "You're dating a kindergartener.” 

“You got it in one.” 

Joshua frowned. "You're not going to tell us, are you?” 

“Not now, no.” 

“Great. Thanks.” 
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Nicole smiled and tucked the oak branch in her back pocket. “Be nice and 
maybe l'Il tell you later.” With any luck they’d forget the conversation. 

She spent part of that night whittling the bark off of the oak branch and 
shaping it into a stylus. Her Girl Scouts skills were rusty enough and the borrowed 
pocket knife poor enough that she managed to nick her hands a number of times. 
At least at this rate the blood wouldn't be hard to come by. 

The language of the spells was harder. She plowed her way through 
Practical Celtic Magic, which hinted at the vague edges of the language. She 
traced the book’s references to other books, and then to other books, in an all- 
afternoon-and-into-the-night session. 

Finally she had a good translation of much of the language of magic. 
She hoped. There was only one thing left: what spell to cast. 

Deciding that took a while. Most of the spells she had read about were 
personal in nature, changing something about the caster. Whatever she changed 
had to be definite enough to make her believe, but couldn't be too noticeable to 
others. It couldn’t be too dangerous. Of course, all of this assumed the spell would 
work. 

It probably wouldn't work. 

Probably. 

And then it was the night of the full moon. Nicole had her parchment, 
her stylus, a pocket knife, and her spell written out on a post-it. Supposedly the 
spell would work as long as the light of the full moon fell on her parchment 
while she wrote the spell, but it seemed right that she perform the spell out in 
the woods. 

Clouds scuttled across the moon as Nicole made her way through a path 
in the woods behind her dorm. Some long-ago student had stuck a sign at the 
start of the path: “The Fifteen-Acre Woods.” Good thing size didn’t matter here. 

Twigs crackled somewhere within the woods. Nicole stopped, listening. 
The ebb and flow of her pulse filled her ears. A large and unwanted cloud obscured 
the moon, plunging the scene into blue-black darkness. 

More rustling. Nicole hugged her satchel to her. Slowly, slowly she walked 
down the path, placing every step carefully so as to make no noise. The sound of 
something moving through the woods was growing louder. It was coming 
towards her. 

A dark shape moved onto the path some thirty feet in front of her. Nicole 
stopped, hissing through her teeth. She didn’t know what it was. She did know 
the stylus would make a piss-poor weapon, if it came to that. What had she 
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been thinking? Coming out here all alone in the middle of the night. She 
could be raped! 

The shape turned, revealing two heads. This was turning into something 
out of those horror movies Peter loved and forced her to watch. She breathed in 
short gasps now. Nicole prepared to run back up the path. Surely beasts with 
two heads moved slower since they had to coordinate vision from both heads. 

“Hey! ‘Scuse me!” 

Her pulse was so loud, she couldn’t believe the two-headed monster 
couldn't hear her. She stayed very still and very silent. 

“Are you deaf? I'm looking for the bacchanal. Do you know where it’s 
being held?” 

“Uh, not really.” 

“Baah.” 

“What?” 

The clouds chose that moment to move away from the moon, revealing 
a man wearing only a loincloth and holding a goat on his shoulders. “So you're 
not going to the bacchanal?” 

“No.” 

“Okay, thanks,” the man said. “Baah,” said his goat. The man tramped 
back into the forest. 

Nicole had expected the forest to be empty tonight. Instead, people filled 
it. Wiccans communing with nature. Revelers drinking beer and smashing the 
cans against their foreheads. Sorcerers in pointy hats and star-bedecked robes 
chanting in unison. A group of people wearing pointy teeth and playing some 
role-playing game. It was amazing that the Fifteen-Acre Woods could hold them 
all. Every time Nicole thought she had the perfect clearing to perform her magic, 
everyone and their goat would come traipsing through the clearing. 

She finally found a small clearing around a raised manhole. The stone 
cylinder must have convinced others to find clearings elsewhere, but it served as 
a perfect table for Nicole. She put her satchel on the manhole cover and brought 
out all of her equipment. The parchment threatened to blow away in a light 
breeze, so she found some rocks to hold it open while she worked. 

The moon was cloud-free for the moment. No time like the present. She 
opened the knife’s smallest blade and cut shallowly along the middle finger of 
her left hand. It hurt like hell. Blood welled up on her finger, slowly running down 
its sides and threatening to drip on the clean parchment. Nicole smeared the 
stylus’s tip in the blood, consulted the spell on the note, and began writing. 
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Her spell was a simple one. It was one of the things about her that she 
always had wanted increased. She wasn't aiming for huge, but she did want to 
go bigger than she currently was. Simply put, she wanted bigger memory anda 
better recall. 

Once she’d thought of it, she couldn’t believe she hadn’t thought of it 
before. Every time she took a test, she got nervous and what she studied leaked 
right out of her head and into the ether. All she needed was better memory 
triggered by nervousness and she’d be able to ace every test. 

Copying the symbols from post-it to parchment took the better part of 
five minutes. Nicole had to cut her finger again halfway through to get enough 
blood. She finished the spell, inscribing the symbols that, roughly translated, 
meant, “Give life to this writing.” She wiped the stylus on the grass, got a band- 
aid from her satchel, and stuck it on her now-throbbing middle finger. “Now 
what?” she thought. 

The symbols written on the parchment flared with argent light, as if they 
had been drinking in the moonlight for hours and decided to release all of it in 
mere seconds. The glow dazzled Nicole, who tried to look away from the 
parchment but couldn't. Silver tongues of flame danced from symbol to symbol 
while the writing darkened from red-brown to near black. Heat rose from the 
parchment. 

The symbols weren't the only things wreathed in flame. A tongue of silver 
fire broke from the parchment and wrapped itself around Nicole’s head, 
multiplying until she wore a crown of flame that glittered with the cold light of 
the moon. 

With a snap the parchment flung off the rocks holding it down and curled 
into a tight roll. The light and heat vanished. Afterimages of writing danced in 
Nicole’s vision. She blinked, rubbed her eyes, and gathered up the parchment. 
When she unrolled it, she saw that the symbols were as she had written them, 
only now the blood was jet-black with threads of silver wound throughout them. 
She stuffed everything in her satchel and headed back to her dorm room. 
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Better Than Expected 


Nicole’s world history class, three days later. The room was filled with 
worried students, all of them giving off such a fear smell that lions from the 
veldt would have savaged them purely from reflex. Nicole sat in the back, hoping 
that the spell had worked, because all of her studying hadn't been enough to 
make her completely memorize the dates and events she was going to have to 
regurgitate for the test. 

“This will be just like our last test,” Dr. Durant said. “Fifty minutes, mostly 
multiple choice, some essay questions. If you've been keeping up with the 
reading, you should be fine.” Nicole hadn’t been keeping up with the reading, 
which led to last night’s cram session. “Good luck. You know the drill: take one 
and pass them back.” 

The first few questions were easy. Then a stumper: “On what date was 
the Dayton Agreement signed?” She’d read this just last night, but now she 
couldn't remember. 

Nicole racked her brain for the answer. She played the game where she 
tried saying each month in turn to see if one of them sounded right. “January, 
February, March...” Fine, skip it and go on. 

“Who was Reagan’s national security adviser at the time of the Iran- 
Contra scandal?” Fuck, she probably hadn't even been born at the time. She could 
feel sweat starting to bead up on her forehead. 

Then it was as if a door in the back of her head had opened up, revealing 
an entire mansion of knowledge she didn't have before. She could see the book 
page floating in front of her. “Vice Admiral John Poindexter, then Ronald Reagan’s 
national security advisor, was dismissed in 1986 when news of the Iran-contra 
scandal broke.” 

Her improved recall didn’t stop there. Every multiple-choice question she 
read brought up reams of associated memories from her studying. Picking the 
correct choice was easy. The essay questions were no harder, since all she had to 
do was start writing, letting her words trigger memories that she could then 
draw on to write more. In fact, it was almost difficult to string together her own 
thoughts in the middle of her flood of recalled learning. 

She finished the test in record time and waltzed out into the crisp autumn 
air. Nicole was elated. The spell had worked! She had the kind of memory she'd 
always wanted. 


1 8 ‘With Great Feeling’ by Derob Jacobs 


Her recall didn't stop, however. Every thing she saw reminded her of 
something shed read, or some event from her past. A tree that looked like one in 
her parents’ backyard made her remember the time she'd climbed that tree, fell, 
and broke her arm. The breeze was just like one on a fall day when she went on 
a hayride. 

The memories wouldn't stop. She stumbled back to her dorm room and 
lay down with a damp washcloth over her eyes. It was as if she was seven again 
and so sick her mom had sat with her and gently stroked her sweat-dampened 
hair. 

She finally fell asleep, and when she woke up, her freakish recall was 
gone. The washcloth didn’t remind her of anything, nor did the sound of two 
people talking as they walked past her door. She had to find out what had 
happened. 

What had happened was that she’d forgotten about limits, as she 
discovered that night in another bout of research. She sat in her usual carrel, 
chewing her fingernails and reading about how spell casters had to set limits on 
whatever attribute they wanted to enhance. She had never specified how much 
recall she wanted. No problem: Nicole would have to re-cast the spell the next 
chance she got. 

Her coffee date with Jimmy the day before the test had gone surprisingly 
well. They met at a little coffee shop across the street from BEU. He paid; they 
had charming conversation. When they were done, Jimmy asked if she was 
available for a longer date later on. She said yes. 

Their longer date involved dinner and a movie. Jimmy took her to an Italian 
restaurant. The food was decent and not too expensive. Over her manicotti, Nicole 
asked, “I’ve never heard you talk much about your classes. | know you're majoring 
in business.” 

“Yeah, boring, huh? Right now I’m working my way through the math 
classes.” 

Nicole paused, a forkful of pasta suspended before her. “You know math 
classes aren't any more interesting than business ones, right?” 

“See? This is why | haven’t talked much about my classes.” 

“Sorry, sorry. Do go on. I'll find it utterly fascinating.” 

“You'd better. If you don't, I'll explain the macroeconomic theories I'm 
studying this semester.” 

“You certainly know how to make a date fun.” 

“| do my best. Just wait until | expound on stochastic dynamic general 
equilibrium theory.” 


19 


“Finish your veal. We've got a movie to see.” 

Jimmy took several theatrically large bites of his meal in response. 

The movie was dull, so Nicole amused herself by playing the same kinds 
of tricks on Jimmy that prior dates had played on her. She yawned, stretched her 
arms inthe air, and casually draped one over Jimmy’s shoulder. She handed him 
the popcorn and made sure her fingers brushed his. By the time she was oh so 
slyly letting her hand touch his on the shared armrest, she realized she wanted 
to fuck him. 

When the movie let out, Jimmy asked her, “Do you want to come back to 
my room? We can hang out for a while.” 

Yes! "Won't your roommate mind?” 

"I've got a single.” 

Yes again! “Sounds good.” 

His room was neat. Clearly he had been hoping she'd come home with 
him; no guy’s room was ever this neat unless he was hoping to impress a chick. 
"What's on the TV?” Nicole asked, flopping on Jimmy’s dorm-standard couch. 

“Here, you flip.” He handed Nicole the remote. She ran through channels 
until she found another uninteresting movie. 

Jimmy just stood in the middle of the room, watching TV, his arms 
crossed. “It’s okay, you know,” Nicole told him. “You can join me on the couch.” 

“Oh! Right. Okay.” Jimmy sat down beside her, hands folded in his lap. 

The next few minutes were awkward in the way that all college romances 
are awkward. Jimmy pretended to watch the TV, though his attention was clearly 
on Nicole. Nicole had a sudden attack of shyness. It took Jimmy leaning over and 
kissing her to start things off. 

And then they were racing around the bases as fast as they could and 
sliding into home plate. Jimmy’s hands were all over her. She was busy pulling 
off his shirt and working on his belt. 

There was a thunk as Jimmy knocked his head against the couch arm. 
“Not enough room,” he said between kisses. “Bedroom.” He led Nicole to his 
bedroom, pushing her in front of him. She could feel his erection poking her as 
he stroked her boobs through her shirt. 

Jimmy pushed Nicole towards the bed. She turned as she fell towards it, 
grabbing him about the waist and pulling him on top of her. They rolled so that 
they were lying side-on to each other, the better for her to remove his pants and 
for him to unbutton her shirt. Under Nicole’s shirt was her lacy bra, which she’d 
worn just in case sex had been on the menu. Jimmy reached around Nicole and 
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deftly undid the bra's two hooks. He eased one strap down her arm, then 
another, before gently sliding the bra entirely off, leaving Nicole’s high, pert 
breasts free. His tongue was fiery across her nipples. 

In response she finished undoing his pants, rubbing his cock through 
the fabric as she unzipped him, slowly, slowly. “You’d better have a condom,” 
she murmured in Jimmy’s ear. He sat up with gratifying speed and found one 
in the nightstand beside his bed. 

Their first bout of fucking was good. The second was better, less frenzied, 
with both of them paying more attention to the other’s needs. 

Nicole woke up slowly the next morning. She stretched against Jimmy’s 
sleeping form. His face was pressed into his pillow, his hair mussed. She got 
out of bed as quietly as possible and began hunting down her clothes. Her shirt 
was by the door, her panties under the bed. One sock was hiding from her. She 
gave up hunting for it and instead hunted for pen and paper. 

“Gone to class. Call me later.” She considered the note, unconsciously 
chewing on her fingernails, before she crossed out “later” and over it wrote 
“sooner.” 

She was ambushed right after class. “So,” Laura said, pushing away from 
the side of the building where she’d been leaning. “Came by your room last 
night to see how the date went.” 

KÖN 

“Open wide. I think | see canary feathers between your lips,” she said as 
they walked to the cafeteria. 

“Those aren't canary—uh, bad mental image. Never mind.” 

“| know what you did last night,” Laura said in a singsong tone. “And I know it’s 
true because you're as red as my hair.” 

“Shut up shut up shut up!” Nicole glanced around at the other students 
headed cafeteria-wards. “You can't let Joshua and Peter know. Promise me.” 

Laura put a hand to her mouth. “Whatever makes you think so little of 
me that I'd blab to the world that NICOLE TYLER AND—” Nicole grabbed hold of 
Laura’s arm and squeezed. “Ow! That hurts!” 

“Promise!” 

“Fine, whatever.” Laura rubbed her arm when Nicole let go. “Geez, | 
thought getting laid was supposed to make people less bitchy.” 

“Maybe the second time took me back from mellow to bitch.” 

“Second time?” Laura said as they walked up the cafeteria steps. “Girl, 
Il keep my mouth shut for now, but only if you spill all the details later.” 

“It’s a deal.” 
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Jimmy called her that afternoon. “Hey.” 

Heya 

“Missed you this morning.” 

“You were sleeping so soundly that | didn’t want to wake you.” Nicole 
cradled the phone handset and spoke softly. 

“Are you free tonight?” 

“Sorry, | can’t. I’ve got to work in the cafeteria for dinner, and Joshua’s in 
this play and he asked me to help him with his lines after that.” 

“Oh. Okay, sure, that’s cool. What about tomorrow?” 

“Yeah, that'll be great. Hey, will I see you at dinner tonight?” 

Sure, 

"Ill be in the back. See you then.” 

“See you.” 

Nicole hung up the phone and put it back in its cradle before heading to 
her bedroom. She flopped on her bed and stared at the ceiling. She had a boyfriend 
who might or might not turn out to be the man of her dreams. She had the 
ability to cast spells. She had a full moon coming in twenty-four. 

She knew what her next spell would be. 
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Different Than Expected 


The rest of the lunar month couldn't pass fast enough, even though 
things were going wonderfully. Nicole enjoyed being with Jimmy—and especially 
enjoyed the sex with Jimmy. Jimmy was getting along with her friends. She was 
getting along with Jimmy's. Her memory had gotten her through two more tests 
and an early mid-term, even though she had to go lie down after each test until 
her mind went back to normal. 

She had done a lot more research on the language of magic since her 
first attempt. She’d had the time to wait for several books to come through 
Interlibrary Loan. Some of them had been so old and rare that she was only sent 
scanned page images instead of the book itself. 

More importantly, Nicole knew how to fix the memory spell and what 
her second spell would be. She was going to give herself bigger tits. 

When she was thirteen and many of her friends were developing, she 
wondered when she would get breasts and how big they'd become. The answer 
to those questions had been “not for a while” and “not very big.” She wasn’t 
that self-conscious about it, except for when Bobby and Jim would make their 
usual cruel remarks. But every guy she'd dated, and every guy she’d known, had 
a thing for big boobs. 

Even Peter, Joshua, and Jimmy felt that way. They'd all been hanging out 
in Joshua’s room watching TV late one night. Peter was working on his laptop as 
he usually did when he said, “Hey, do any of you think | need a bigger bust?” 

“What?” Laura said. 

“| just got this mail detailing an amazing scientific breakthrough. With 
proven herbs | can add inches to my bust in a safe and affordable manner.” 

“lve often though how much better you'd look with giant man-boobs,” 
Joshua said. 

“There's a great mental image that will scar me for life,” said Jimmy. 

“You people are looking at this all wrong,” said Sara. “What we do is 
encourage Peter to use these proven herbs and then rent him out to traveling 
circuses for use in the freak show.” 

“What a great idea,” added Nicole. “I figure we can get enough to pay for 
one person's books this semester.” She eyed him. “If he gets D-cups we might 
pay for two people’s books.” 

“Why do people even try this shit?” asked Peter. “Are people that gullible?” 
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“Itis entirely true, Peter!” said Sara. “You don’t think I've seen all the guys 
staring down the front of my dresses at parties? I'm short; I'm not dumb. I've 
seen Joshua staring at the ladies in the phone sex ads tonight. The only reason 
you haven't been is because you're already getting a lap dance from your 
computer.” 

“Hey!” 

“And you!” Sara turned to Jimmy. “I’ve known you since you got to Bulwer. 
You don’t think | heard about the time your monthly Playboy got put in the wrong 
mailbox?” Jimmy blushed. 

Yeah, guys liked large breasts. And now she could have them. 

Not all the time, though. She didn’t want to have to explain how she had 
bigger breasts but didn’t have implants, no, really. But with her added research 
she was confident she could give herself bigger breasts whenever she was 
aroused. That should give Jimmy something more to play with. 

Thankfully it didn’t rain the night of the full moon. Fall weather had 
arrived with a vengeance. Nicole pulled on a hoodie and a jacket on over that 
before she set out for the woods. 

The cold weather must have discouraged the revelers she had met last 
month, because there was no one around as she crunched through the fallen 
leaves. As cold as it was she took the first clearing she could find and set out her 
stuff. 

First she pulled out the old memory spell. Nicole had found out that 
burning the parchment on which they were written could revoke spells. One 
application of a Bic lighter and the old spell was gone. As flame obliterated the 
symbols Nicole could feel her memory shrink just a little. She shivered. 

Next was the improved memory spell. She limited its effect, placing 
boundaries around it to keep from plunging her into reveries from which she 
could never escape. She had been lucky the previous time. A bad spell could kill 
the caster. As she completed it, the silver fire ran across the symbols and around 
her head. Her mind felt just the tiniest bit bigger again. 

Finally the titty spell. Now that she knew the spell would work, and had 
read about the bad effects that could occur, she was more careful than ever. Her 
left middle finger was throbbing so badly that she went ahead and bandaged it, 
then cut her fourth finger. It bled much worse than her other finger, large drops 
of blood falling from it. Her hand trembled slightly as she wrote out symbols for 
desire and arousal, for left and right breast, for limits to keep them from becoming 
large enough to crush her. She made sure they would return to.normal after 
arousal faded. It was longer than the memory spell; Nicole was being more 
cautious with this one. Finally she wrote the last symbol, muttering, “Give life to 
this writing.” 
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The argent flames were larger this time than for the memory spell. The 
flames darted into the front of her jacket. What felt like a thousand tiny fingers 
trailed coldly over her breasts. 

When the light show was over, Nicole carefully rolled her two new 
parchments back up and stood. Her butt was cold from the ground. She didn’t 
care, though. She wanted to find out how well the spell worked. 

Nicole had scheduled a dinner date with Jimmy for the next night. She 
picked the restaurant and paid for their dinner. “I wanted tonight to be special,” 
she told Jimmy, trying not to grin too much. 

“How special?” he asked. 

“Don't eat so much you won't feel like moving later,” she warned him. 

They followed up dinner with dancing at a nearby club. The club wasn’t 
great, but at least it wasn’t like the singles bars downtown where all the yuppies 
went. They danced for several hours until, nearly exhausted, they stumbled back 
to Jimmy’s dorm. 

“You know what we need?” Nicole asked Jimmy as soon as they were in 
the door. “A shower. Come on.” She grabbed his hand and pulled him into the 
small dorm bathroom. It became a race to see who could get undressed and into 
the shower the quickest. Jimmy won, but barely. 

They turned up the hot water, steam billowing out of the stall and through 
the bathroom. Jimmy’s rod was stiff. Nicole felt herself getting excited, and 
couldn't wait to see what came next. “This should be good,” she whispered in 
Jimmy ear before she knelt and took his cock in her mouth. 

Nicole sucked gently, then withdrew, lingering at his dick’s head to lick 
it. He moaned. She repeated her performance, then stood and pressed herself up 
against him. He put one hand on her breasts and the other down at her clit. His 
gentle fingers tweaked her, and she gasped loudly. 

Through her mounting excitement, she realized nothing was happening 
to her chest. Her boobs were resolutely staying the same small size they'd always 
been. Oh well, she thought. Might as well enjoy the moment. She’d just have to 
try again next month. She knelt again and began giving Jimmy the best blowjob 
she could. 

Sunday night she was working her shitty cafeteria job. There wasn’t much 
to do, since most students didn’t eat Sunday night dinner in the cafeteria. Nicole 
and Laura had a lot of time to talk. Unfortunately, so did Bobby and Jim. 

“You should have seen her. Damn, her tits were out to here,” Bobby was 
telling Jim, holding his hands nearly a foot in front of his own chest. “And she 
went allllll night long, you know?” 
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“shit, Bobby, how come you get the hot women?” 

"I'm a natural stud,” he said. 

“Eyurg,” muttered Nicole. "I'm going back to cleaning trays.” 

She'd barely begun washing again when the reek of stale cigarettes told 
her Lem was standing behind her. “Yes, Lem?” she said, turning towards him. 

“| figure you had yourself a hot weekend, huh?” He pushed his belly up 

near her. “Drinking? Dancing? | know how you college girls are.” 

“Uh huh. Listen, Lem, I've got to clean these trays.” 

“Those trays aren't going anywhere.” He leaned closer, forcing her up 
against the edge of the conveyor belt. “But you could be. | could take you back 
with me, show you the best time you ever had.” 

Nicole couldn't help it. She had a sudden picture of him prancing around 
a darkened room in white underwear. His gut would shake like a bowl full of 
Spam. “Or you could go back alone. That'd be plenty of fun for me, | guarantee 
it.” She felt nauseated. Even her chest hurt just thinking about the mating habits 
of Lem. 

“You've got me all wrong. | know how to treat a woman right.” 

“Thanks, but I’m not really interested in a night of getting drunk off of 
Ripple.” Another mental image, this one of her nearly passed out on a tatty old 
bed, Lem looming over her, his pendulous gut hanging down. Her chest hurt 
worse. She had to get away from Lem before she threw up on his shoes. “Thanks 
for the sparkling conversation, but I've got to go to the bathroom.” She scampered 
for the unisex restroom and locked the door after her. 

That pig! That piece of human excrement! The thought of him...and 
her...yeurgh. She leaned over the sink, trying to gather her composure. For some 
reason her breasts felt all pinched— 

Shit! The front of her apron was pushed forward. She pulled it off only to 
find her t-shirt similarly stretched. Her tits were bigger. 

With the t-shirt off as well she could see how much breast flesh she'd 
gained. It welled over and around the bra cups, pinched by fabric too small to 
fully contain it. She reached around and removed her bra, relieving the strain. 
Her bust had more heft than before. 

What had gone wrong? Why was she growing now, of all times? As her 
nervousness mounted, she felt her mind expand. She remembered the 
parchment with the boob spell. She felt her fourth finger throb with pain. She 
saw it leaking blood, a drop of which had fallen on the parchment, right over the 
symbols for arousal. 
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The extra mark had done something bad. It looked like a backward- 
curving apostrophe. In fact, her enhanced memory reminded her, it looked like 
the negation symbol in the magical language. 

Great. Just fucking great. She had created a spell that would make her 
breasts grow when she was the opposite of aroused. She knew she should have 
been paying better attention when she wrote the spell. Not that it would have 
mattered that much, as bad as she was with mathematical or magical logic. 

Only thirty more minutes to go on the shift. Surely she could get through 
this without more trouble. She stuffed her bra in one pocket and tugged her t- 
shirt back on. Her breasts wobbled with every motion. The feel of her nipples 
rubbing against the shirt made them spring to attention. Fortunately the thick 
cotton of the apron hid them. 

Nicole flushed the toilet, unlocked the door, and walked back to her 
station. She rounded her shoulders forward, hoping to de-emphasize her 
growth. Bobby and Jim started laughing the moment they saw her again. “Lem 
run you off?” Jim asked. 

When Nicole didn’t answer, Bobby said, “She just needs her areal man.” 

“| don't know. Lem already promised her the best time of her life.” 

Son of a bitch. She was thinking about it again. Now that she knew 
what was happening, Nicole could feel her breasts getting a little bigger. 

“Hey, Jim, maybe you should take her home.” The lovely mental image 
Nicole got from that added a good cup size to her. The front of her apron sloped 
noticeably in front of her. Between the apron strings, cleavage was visible in 
the stretched neck of her t-shirt. 

“| don’t do charity work, thanks.” Bobby laughed at that. “Besides, | 
already had me a good ride this weekend, and she was a lot better padded.” 

Red filled Nicole’s vision. She couldn't believe how angry she was. He 
wanted better padding? She'd give him better padding. She stopped washing 
trays and closed her eyes. Lem leering at her. Lem prancing in his underwear. 
Lem wearing thong underpants. With each thought she could feel her boobs 
expanding. 
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She opened her eyes. Her apron draped across two round bulges in her t- 
shirt. That should do it. She turned around and removed her apron. She pulled 
her shoulders back, pointing her tits right at Bobby. “You know, Bobby,” she 
drawled, “it’s really a pity. All this time I've been packing these and you never 
noticed.” Jim’s mouth kept opening and closing. Nicole walked forward until she 
could rest her nipples on Bobby. Cleavage mounded up at the neck of her shirt. 
"I'd let you take a ride, but it sounds like you're just too tired.” She threw her 
apron at Jim. “I guess l'Il go find me a real man somewhere else. You two can 
clean up those trays.” 

She headed for her locker where her sweater was stashed. Behind her, 
she heard Bobby say, “Holy fuck. What the hell?” She pulled her sweater on and 
marveled at how tight it was across the chest. She had to go back to her room 
and hope these would go away soon. 

Nicole hadn't made it ten steps away 
from the cafeteria before her anger drained so 
fast she nearly fainted. What had come over her? 
She'd flaunted her big boobs where everyone in 
the kitchen could see. Had Laura seen? How would 
she explain what had happened? 

She marched back to her dorm, shoulders 

hunched and arms crossed over her tits. They 
squashed under the pressure of her forearms. 
Maybe she’d make it back without seeing 
anyone she knew. She wouldn't have to 
explain anything. “Oh, hi, Tom. I'm fine. 
Sorry, | can’t talk right now. See you later.” 
Okay, maybe she’d make it back without 
seeing anyone else she knew. 
As luck would have it, she made it 
back to her dorm without seeing 
anyone else. She ran inside her 


bedroom and shut the door 
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before her roommate could 
say anything. Once inside, 
she removed her sweater. 
Her t-shirt was 
straining under its new 
load. The fabric’s color 
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was lighter across her boobs than anywhere else, stretched towards 
transparency. Hesitantly she pulled the t-shirt’s bottom edge up, over her boobs, 
then over her head. Naked, she examined her assets in her mirror. 

They weren't outrageously huge, they just felt that way. Each was 
pineapple-sized. She put her hands under them and lifted, amazed at how much 
they weighed. When she gave her nipples a tweak, they sprang to attention. 

By the terms of the spell her tits should shrink back to normal shortly. 
Could she still make the spell work? She could be with Jimmy and fantasize about 
Lem. Surely that would cancel out her horniness and make her breasts grow for 
him. Or she could get large ahead of time. She could call him up right now, in 
fact. 

No. She wanted this to be perfect. Nicole didn’t want to grow ahead 
oftime. She wanted to grow for Jimmy. Trying to picture Lem while she was 
making out with Jimmy was too gross for words. She could get the spell right 
next month. 

With a sigh she pulled the spell from one of her drawers. She squeezed 
back into her sweater before opening her window. She held the parchment 
outside and lit it. As the fire consumed the spell, she felt her breasts shrinking, 
moving backwards through the alphabet to her original size. 

It was a good thing she’d reverted to normal, because it wasn’t ten 
minutes before Laura was knocking on her door. “What the hell happened? | 
turn my back for ten minutes and you're gone, and Bobby and Jim are talking 
about your breasts being just hyuge and taking off early, and Lem was so angry 
at them that that | don’t think he was mad about you leaving, and what the hell 
happened?” 

Nicole shrugged and tried to look innocent. “I don’t know what they were 
talking about. Lem was hitting on me again, the fucktard, and | decided | had to 
get out of there. So | pretended to be ill, went to the bathroom, and then told 
Bobby and Jim to cover for me because | was coming back here.” 

“Oh my god, you've got to do something about Lem,” Laura said. 

“If it stays this bad, Ill turn him in.” 

“Forget that, you've got to turn him in now!” 

Nicole shook her head. “It’ll get better. Besides, | don’t want to cause 
trouble. The university would probably back him, and then I'd have to find another 
job or put up with twice as much harassment as before.” 

“It’s your call,” Laura said, but her eyes showed she didn’t agree. 
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Great Chances to Screw Up 


The next time she worked in the cafeteria was fun. Lem kept asking if 
she was okay, and she told him she'd just had some stomach virus, but that she 
was fine now. Lem was so concerned that he didn’t hit on her even once. 

Bobby and Jim were the most fun by far. They didn’t say word one about 
her while they worked. When the flood of trays slowed, she sauntered over to 
the two of them. “Hi, boys. How’s tricks?” 

“What the fuck did you do the other night?” Bobby gestured at Nicole. 
“Your rack isn’t that big.” 

“Huh. | guess it isn’t. | don’t know how I managed to push those big round 
breasts of mine up against you, then.” 

“How'd you do it?” Jim said. “Falsies? Did you make you some big fake 
boobs?” 

“| don’t know what you're talking about.” Nicole flounced back to her 
station, making sure to wiggle her ass as she walked. 

“Listen up, bitch,” snarled Bobby, but then Lem was there in his face. 

“You got a problem? Is that it? Because if so, you’re about to have two 
problems! Now shut your piehole and do your job!” 

She was so busy with Jimmy that she found it hard to find enough time 
to do all the research into magic that she wanted to do. But she kept plugging 
away at it when she could. She even devised a better variant on her original spell. 
Spells didn't have to be linked just to emotions. They could be linked to 
experiences, to things she felt. Under her new spell, instead of growing when 
she was aroused, she would grow when she felt someone massaging her boobs. 
Nicole was gaining fluency in the logic of the magical language, and couldn't 
wait to see how the latest spell turned out. 

By the next full moon it was so cold that she decided to cast the spell in 
her dorm room. Those pagans and bacchanalists could have the woods. She’d 
stay inside and cast her spell in the moonlight that came in her window. 

Nicole’s alarm woke her in the wee morning hours. Moonlight was 
starting to slant through her window. She turned on her bedside lamp and cast 
her spell. She was especially careful not to let any extraneous drops of blood fall 
on the parchment. The silver fire settled into her chest as before. When it was 
over she put the parchment away and went over to her mirror. 
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She rubbed her small breasts through her nightgown. The silky fabric 
slid across them. It had been a long time since Nicole had played with her breasts 
like this. 

The growth was slow but noticeable. With each pass of her hands there 
was more flesh for her fingers to slide over. When she had enough to nearly fill 
each hand she stopped, trying not to be carried away. Jimmy, look out! 

She was so excited about her spell that she decided to skip the restaurant 
and the dancing and go straight to the fucking. She called Jimmy and told him 
to make sure he'd be free all night after dinner. They left the cafeteria early and 
went back to Jimmy’s place. 

“Tve got something special planned for tonight,” Nicole told him as they 
undressed. 

“I've got something special for you, too,” Jimmy said, kissing her. 

“No, really, listen to me.” He interrupted her to kiss her. “There’s 
something—’” He kissed her again. “Something different tonight—” His kiss 
involved more tongue this time, and one of his hands slipped down the front of 
her pants. Ah, fuck it. He’d find out. 

She removed his shirt and ran her tongue down the middle of his chest. 
In response he yanked her close, put a hand behind her head, and kissed her 
deeply and long. They shuffled towards the bed, leaving a trail of clothes behind 
them. “I’m on top,” she told Jimmy as she unrolled one of his condoms. “And 
hold still so | can get this on you.” His dick was standing firmly at attention. She 
rose up on her knees and impaled herself on him. She took his hands, placing 
them on her breasts. “Play with these.” 

“Hell, yes,” he gasped. His fingers were cold on hertits. Her nipples poked 
forward as he stroked. It was hard to pay attention to anything other than her 
moving up and down on his pole, but she focused on the feeling of her breasts 
getting heavier. She leaned forward, pushing her burgeoning tits against his 
chest. 

She sat up again. Jimmy moved his hands away from her tits, so Nicole 
took them and put them back where they belonged. “Don’t stop,” she said, and 
he didn’t. In fact, he linked his hands around her and rose up so he could lick her 
nipples before going back to stroking her. Under his tender ministrations her 
breasts swelled out and down. 

Jimmy said, “Uh, Nicole?” 

“Yes? Keep rubbing.” 

“Your, uh, are you getting, um, bigger?” 
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“God, yes!” She kept sliding back and forth. “Keep rubbing and they'll get 
bigger.” 

“The fuck?” 

“Keep rubbing!” 

He did. Her boobs were starting to bounce up and down as she moved. 
Nicole was already rising towards orgasm when Jimmy came, blasting her into 
orbit. 

She rolled off him and cupped her assets. Her tits overfilled her hands 
just a bit. “Oh wow, that was amazing.” 

Jimmy turned on his side. “What the hell happened?” His eyebrows were 
raised so high they were nearly vanishing into his hairline. 

“These?” She lifted her boobs. “A spell.” 

“What?” Jimmy’s eyes were wide. 

“The Reader’s Digest version is | learned how to cast spells a short time 
ago, and I cast one on myself that makes my boobs temporarily bigger when you 
massage them.” 

KÖR 

Nicole rose up on one elbow. “And before you say something stupid like, 
‘That’s not possible,’ or ‘Spells don’t work,’ here.” She rolled over on Jimmy and 
let her breasts rest on his chest. “Feel these.” 

Jimmy stayed quiet for a moment. “So if | rubbed your, uh...” 

“Boobs, Jimmy. Yes.” She moved off of him. “In fact, why don’t you try it 
now and see how it goes.” Jimmy hesitantly put one hand on her chest. 
“Remember that you're not making bread here. Be gentle.” He swirled his hand 
over one nipple, then sat up and cupped both of them. 

“They're so warm,” he said. He stroked the curve of her breasts. “Sit up 
and let them fill my hands.” She did so. With every stroke they filled a little more. 
In a minute they were filling Jimmy’s hands. In another minute they were large 
enough that Jimmy couldn't cover them completely. “This is amazing.” 

“It feels amazing.” Jimmy making her larger was one of the most erotic 
things she’d ever experienced. Nicole let her hands wander to his newly erect 
penis and started toying with its head. “Looks like you're enjoying yourself as 
well.” 

“| can't believe this.” Nicole’s breasts were like slowly filling water 
balloons. “How big do they get?” 

“It’s a scaling thing. They'll grow to a thousand their starting volume.” 

“This sounds like math.” 

“It is like math.” Her boobs were firm, jutting several inches from her 
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torso. “Scaling the volume by a thousand scales their diameter by about 
ten times. Want to try them out?” She ran her fingers up and down his shaft. “I'll 
rub yours if you rub mine.” 

“You don't have to beg.” Jimmy ran his hands along the underside of her breasts. 
They were creeping down towards her navel. “I'll keep doing this.” He squeezed 
them gently and took one nipple in his teeth, biting down some. 

“You know, I've changed my mind.” She lay back and pulled Jimmy on 
top of her. “Let’s make love while we do this.” 

“You're on.” He lowered himself gently onto her. “Let’s see how this goes.” 

It went slowly this time. He would slide himself in and out, then caress 
her chest. Her boobs continued to grow, spreading to her sides as they did so. By 
the time they had both come, she had stopped growing after reaching a very 
large size. 

“Damn, woman,” Jimmy panted. “How big are you?” 

“IfI figured it right, about the size of basketballs.” She sat up, then pitched 
forward. “Whoops. Yeah, they look about basketball-sized.” 

“Nicole!” 

She reached forward and hugged her breasts. “I can touch my nipples, 
but | won’t be brushing up against them accidentally.” 

“You mean like this?” Jimmy flicked both of her nipples, which sent shivers 
of excitement through her. 

“Like that, yeah.” 

Jimmy curled up next to her. “Okay, now you explain everything.” 

Lying there in the dark Nicole talked about the Druids and their magic 
while Jimmy idly trailed his fingers along the sides of her outsized mammaries. 
“They came up with a rigid logical framework to describe the magical effects 
they wanted.” 

“And it works.” 

“They won't shrink all the way back down?” 

“Does it look like they shrunk all the way back down?” 

“| don’t know. Let me feel how big they are.” 

“No!” She scuttled away from him on the bed. “You don’t touch them! 
Not right now!” 

“Wait, they'd get even bigger the next time around?” 

“Yes! It's all a matter of scaling! If they start out bigger, they end up 
bigger!” 

“Well, then. That doesn’t seem good.” Jimmy didn't look like he believed 
what he was saying. 
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“It isn't! Okay, okay, it’s okay. It’ll be okay.” Nicole slowly calmed down. 
“All | have to do is burn the parchment | wrote the spell on. Burn the 
parchment, break the spell, and I'll go back to normal.” 


“Wait, Nicole. Hang on. Do you really have to get rid of the spell?” 

“Jimmy. Think about it. I'm noticeably bigger than | was. How’m | going 
to explain that? And we wouldn't be able to have sex, since | know you wouldn't 
be able to keep your hands off of them.” 

“You could tie my hands behind my back.” His tone was so plaintive Nicole 
had to stifle her giggles. 

“| didn’t know you had such a breast fetish.” 

“| don't! | didn’t think | did.” He paused. “I guess | do.” He snuggled up 
closer to her. “Since I’m being so honest with you, can I rub them again?” 

“No!” But Nicole was becoming intrigued. How big would they get the 
next time? No, she couldn't. She might get away with her current breasts if she 
bound them in a bandage, but much bigger and everyone would know something 
was up. 

And then she had the most brilliant thought ever. “You know, the next 
full moon falls on the Sunday after Thanksgiving. Did you have Thanksgiving 
plans?” 

“Uh, | was going to spend it with my parents. Why?” 

“Think you can get away the Saturday after Thanksgiving?” 
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(Cacometric Progression 


“| still can’t believe Sara loaned us her apartment,” said Jimmy as he 
dropped his suitcase in the bedroom. 

"She's skiing in Aspen until Tuesday. | told her | wanted some private 
time with you. All she said was to have fun, and burn the sheets if we got them 
too skanky.” Nicole wrapped her arms around Jimmy and kissed him deeply. “| 
missed you.” 

“| missed you, too.” He laughed. “I can’t believe we're going to do this.” 

“Hey, you wanted to see how big I'd get, remember?” 

"Gogmyes.” 

“Then get me the hell out of this bandage. I’ve hardly been able to breathe 
all week.” 

As he was unwinding her, Jimmy asked, “And your parents never noticed?” 

“No, though my little sister almost did. She came into the bathroom when 
| was toweling off after a shower. Oh, man, that feels better.” She stretched, 
lifting her arms above her. “Anyway, they were sad | was coming back early, but 
| told them I'd make extra time around Christmas.” 

“Yeah, my parents weren't too happy. Il have to spend more time with 
them at Christmas, too.” 

“Wow, that feels better.” The bandage coiled at Nicole’s feet. “I think 
they're happy to be free.” 

Now that the time had come, Jimmy was hesitant. "You're sure this is 
going to be okay?” 

“I'm the one who came up with this crazy plan, right? Besides, if things 
go too astray, we'll burn the parchment.” She lay back on the bed. “Time’s a- 
wastin’. We have to wait between sessions for my boobs to shrink back. Help me 
out of my pants.” 

“You don’t have to ask me twice.” He removed her jeans and panties; 
Nicole returned the favor before they got under the covers. Jimmy slowly began 
stroking Nicole’s chest. 

Her breasts started out filling Jimmy’s hands; it took less than half a 
minute before they were more than a handful. “They’re getting heavy.” 

“If you're going to sit up, why don’t you sit on this?” His dick was rock- 
hard. 
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“Ican do that.” She carefully maneuvered him inside her. “As long as you 
keep stroking.” 

He did. Her breasts expanded, her nipples pushing further and further 
forward. In a few minutes she had reached the basketball size she’d had before. 
“Fuck, I’m huge.” 

“And getting bigger,” Jimmy said. “Oh, god, fuck me harder.” 

Nicole leaned as far forward as her boobs would let her. “I can do that, 
too.” She came first, her extra-sensitive boobs making it easier for her than ever 
before. Jimmy came next, squirting hot cum inside her. 

“| can't lie down,” Nicole said afterwards. Her breasts rested on her thighs 
as she leaned back against the headboard. “These things are huge.” 

“And after only onetry.” He let his hand rest on the immense slope of her 
left breast. 

“Hey, hey, hands off. I won't shrink if you keep playing.” 

“Fine. How long will you take to shrink?” 

"I'm not sure. It shouldn't be longer than a few hours.” 

They watched TV until Nicole said, “I think it’s starting.” They watched 
as her breasts dwindled down, smaller, smaller, smaller, until they stabilized at 
near the size of small melons. 

“This isn't too bad,” said Nicole. “But I'm going to the bathroom before 
we try this again.” Her breasts seemed to have a mind of their own, wobbling 
this way and that as she moved. “I can tell 'd have back trouble if | had breasts 
this large.” 

“Hurry back,” Jimmy said. The wait had been hard for him, judging by 
how his dick poked into the air while they were waiting. 

Nicole came back in, her boobs leading the way. “One more and then a 
late dinner?” Nicole asked. 

Vean” 

“I'm afraid l'Il get too big to ride you this time. Let me try something 
instead. Lie back.” Jimmy did so. Nicole moved over him. “I’ve wondered what 
this would be like.” She kissed his chest, then moved down to his dick. “Hand me 
some K-Y jelly.” She spread the jelly in her cleavage. 

“Are you going to do what | think you’re going to do?” 

“Hush.” She slid her tits over his cock, back and forth. With each gentle 
thrust her boobs swelled forward. Melon-sized. Basketball-sized. Beach ball-sized. 
"I'm not going to be able to finish this,” Nicole finally said. “Not like this.” But 
Jimmy had gotten so excited, he didn’t need much more. Two swift strokes of 
Nicole’s fist and he was splashing his cum over himself. 
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“TIl get a washcloth, he said when he came to his senses. “Damn. That 
was like being gently and erotically rolled to death.” 

“Hurry up. I'm incredibly horny here.” 

Jimmy came back immediately with a washcloth and cleaned up. He then 
sat behind Nicole and rubbed the warm cloth over her tits. He started by rubbing 
her nipples, but immediately her breasts swelled forward, moving her nipples 
beyond his reach. One of his hands wandered down to her clit and began 
fingering that. Nicole rode a wave of sensual pleasure, both from her clit and 
from her distending breasts. Her boobs engulfed her thighs, then her knees, and 
then her feet. They filled the bed and Nicole had come twice, screaming loudly 
the second time, before they stopped growing. 

“Well, shit. You're so big I’m out of words to describe it.” 

“No kidding. I'm exhausted and | can't lie back for a nap.” She tried to 

scoot back. “| can’t even move these.” 

“Let me.” With Jimmy’s help they were able to shift her boobs further 
back on the bed so she could sit against the headboard. 

"I'm starving.” 

“No problem. I' m ordering in Chinese. You like kung pao chicken, right?” 

The food arrived within the hour. Jimmy grumbled about having to get 
dressed to answer the door. In response Nicole pointed out that she wasn't going 
anywhere. They ate in the bed. Nicole put her container on the shelf formed by 
her boobs, just below the level of her chin. 

They had just finished dinner when Nicole’s bust began dwindling, 
sending her empty takeout container tumbling. “This is getting ridiculous. Even 
small my breasts stick out more than a foot.” Her walk to the bathroom was 
extremely unsteady. She kept pitching forward or to either side. “How do porn 
stars do this?” 

“Most of them don’t have breasts that large.” 

“Some of them do,” she called from the bathroom. “Wow. I'm exhausted.” 

“We've got another day. Why don’t we call it a night?” 

“Fine by me.” 

Nicole walked back to the bed, supporting her breasts with her arms. 
“These aren't as perky as they once were.” 

They watched a rented movie, then both fell asleep. Throughoutthe night 
Nicole kept waking up on her back, feeling as if her tits were crushing her. Finally, 
near morning, she found a position where she was comfortable and slept. 

“lve been waiting for you,” Jimmy said. He’d been watching her sleep. 
Nicole got up, no more stable in the morning than she had been the night before. 
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“Bathroom, shower, breakfast, and then we'll see what happens next. 
These things are heavy.” 

“Want me to shower with you?” 

“Hell, no. You wouldn't be able to keep your hands off me, and I'd bust 
right out of that shower stall.” 

Instead of a shower, she took a bath instead. Nicole was tempted to rub 
her breasts, to feel what such oversized assets were like. She managed to content 
herself with watching them float in the water and sponging them the minimum 
amount required to clean them. 

After breakfast, Jimmy said, “You ready?” 

Nicole smiled. “You bet. The bath made me feel more human. But | get 
the feeling | won't be able to move much after the next round.” 

"Til take it slow.” They walked from the kitchen to the bedroom. Nicole 
removed her terrycloth robe. Her breasts were pale orbs that gleamed in the 
morning light. 

Jimmy might have meant to take it slow, but Nicole’s breasts had other 
ideas. Scale-wise they were still inflating at the same rate, but the increase in 
beginning and ending size meant they ballooned out at a much faster rate than 
before. The first stroke of Jimmy’s fingers made her boobs leap forward inches. 
Nicole fell over on the bed, resting against her breasts and laughing. “I'll stand 
up and let my breasts lie on the bed.” 

Jimmy moved to the other side of the bed and kissed her nipples, risking 
a black eye in the process. “Since we can’t really fuck, Ill just massage.” He found 
some baby oil in the bathroom and began rubbing it into her breasts. With every 
swirl of his hands Nicole’s breasts leaped as if they had been hooked to a fire 
hose. She had started out kneeling by the bed, but after a minute she stood. 
Then she stepped back from the bed. Then she had Jimmy shove her breasts off 
of the bed. She could stand up and still have the bottom curve of her breasts rest 
on the floor. 

“Fuck,” Jimmy breathed at the end. Nicole’s tits were taller than she, and 
loomed in the bedroom. “I can’t get out.” 

“You can't get out? How do you think /feel?” 

“Full?” Nicole bit back a smart retort. “I do think you deserve a reward. 
Hold still.” 

“Like I'm going to stroll away?” 

“| mean it. I'm coming to you.” He squeezed past her boobs, at one point 
climbing over them. “Now lean forward a bit.” He kneeled behind her and began 
fingering her clit again, until she’d had several orgasms. 
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After she had recovered, Nicole leaned forward, letting her breasts 
cushion her. “I’m clearly here for a while, and | can’t see the TV. What do you 
want to talk about?” 

“Tell me more about spells. They’re obviously effective.” 

They talked for hours. Nicole explained about the Druids’ approach, how it tied 
emotional or physical feelings to changes. She’d seen tantalizing hints that spells 
could do more than that, but nothing definite. 

“Could you generalize the language? We know tons more about physics 
than they did. If you could figure out the rules behind the language and then 
how to describe our knowledge of physics in their language, you could create 
effects they'd never thought of.” 

“| think you could, yeah. It’s an extremely regular language, with a well- 
defined system of logic. Like, there's obviously a symbol for “increase,” she 
gestured towards her tits, “but if you add the inversion symbol to it, it becomes 
‘decrease.’ There are bunches of other modification symbols, like ‘faster’ and 
‘concentrate.’ They had a lot of symbols for parts of the body, for skills like 
endurance or speed, for emotions. | never checked to see how much the symbols 
resembled each other or looked for any patterns.” 

“We need to look into this. Think of what all you could do!” 

“You could fill a room with breasts, Il tell you that much.” 

Nicole’s bust seemed more reluctant to shrink this time, but finally it 
started reducing. By now her tit-flesh was so sensitive that she had an orgasm 
from the sensation of her breasts scraping across the carpet. 

“Good god, you just came.” 

“Yeah,” Nicole said, lying on the floor. She tried to stand but couldn't. Her 
breasts were still some three feet across. “Uh, Jimmy, | could use some help here.” 

Jimmy wasn’t paying attention. “The next time you're going to grow to 
about ten yards across.” 

“Really? Okay, that’s it. Show’s over. The parchment is in my suitcase. 
Burn it so I can go pee.” 

“There’s no place in here large enough to hold that much of you.” He 
snapped his fingers. “I know, we could take you to the lecture hall in the business 
department. It’s huge, and there's no one around right now. I have a key.” 

“Jimmy, | can’t even stand up.” She tried to gather up her breasts, but 
they were too much for her to handle. “How do I get tothe business department?” 

“A wheelbarrow? We could put your breasts in one, cover them, and wheel 
you over there.” 
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“Jimmy! Together they're like six fucking feet across! You’d need two 
wheelbarrows.” 

“| bet | could get two wheelbarrows.” 

“You're nuts. I'm burning that parchment myself.” She tried pushing her 
breasts across the carpet, but it caused such intense pleasure that she didn't get 
very far. “Jimmy, help?” 

“Okay.” He kneeled down to help her, but in doing so he lightly stroked 
one breast. Both breasts ballooned out, knocking Jimmy over. “Whoa.” 

“This isn't funny any more. Get that parchment.” 

"Ill have to go around you.” He walked to the dresser where Nicole’s 
suitcase was. “Found it,” he said after rummaging through her clothes. 

“Great. Burn it.” 

“Iwill.” Jimmy looked at her and her tremendous mammaries. “I will.” He 
stared some more. “Just, uh, give me a second.” Then he tucked the parchment 
He licked again, then stepped back. “Oh, fuck, Jimmy! Don’t!” Another lick; another 
step. “God, Jimmy!” Her tone was changing. He slid his hands over as much of 
her breasts as he could reach. “Don’t stop, it feels so good!” When he put his 
mouth to one nipple and sucked, it was like putting his face to a rapidly inflating 
air mattress. Nicole’s shriek of delight as she came echoed off of the walls. 





And then Jimmy was pinned against the far wall. Nicole’s breasts had 
trapped him and engulfed the bed. “Uh oh.” He held very still. 

“Jimmy?” Nicole said breathlessly. “Um, don’t get me wrong, because 
that was mind-blowingly good, but |’m kind of uncomfortable here. Burn the 
parchment, please?” 

“Um. | think | dropped the parchment.” 

“WHAT?” 

“It’s, uh, under you somewhere.” 

“Oh, hell. Can you even see it?” 

Jimmy peered between her cleavage. There! He could just see one edge 
of it. “Yeah. But to get it I’m going to have to push past your breasts.” 

“Stop! If you do that I'll grow more!” 

“And | don’t have a lighter. Does tearing the parchment work?” 

“| don’t know. I've never tried it. Can you wait for me to shrink?” 

“That'll take hours, and I'm pinned here! I'll probably move around some 
and you'll smash me flat.” He thought about it. “I’m going to risk it.” 

“Wait, Jimmy!” 

Jimmy shoved Nicole’s breasts aside and dove for the parchment. Her 
tits grew again, squeezing him between them like a large, warm vise. He was 
held, one arm trapped behind him, the other arm outstretched towards the 
parchment. He could feel paper just at the tips of his fingers. He wiggled them, 
trying to move forward. Nicole’s boobs were covering him, blocking the light, 
keeping him from breathing. Almost, almost—got it! Jimmy yanked it towards 
him, ignoring the spots floating in his vision. He wrenched his other hand forward 
and ripped the paper. 

Her tits were gone. Jimmy fell to the floor, breathing in great gulps of air. 
He’d done it. He was okay. 

“Man, do | have to pee,” Nicole said, making a dash for the bathroom. 
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Epil 

Later that night, Nicole and Jimmy sat naked at the window, watching 
the moon as it nudged above the horizon. "We're agreed?” Nicole asked Jimmy. 
“No more super-sized tits?” 

“The size you reached our first night should be plenty,” Jimmy said. 

“And you're sure you want to cast a spell on yourself?” 

“Absolutely. Besides, if something goes wrong, you can rip the 
parchment.” 

“Okay. Il write mine first.” She tore her blank parchment in two. “Then 
you write exactly what | showed you.” 

GOL ie 

Nicole went through the now-familiar routine of cutting herself, writing 
the spell, and watching it flare up with silver fire. Jimmy’s eyes were wide, 
reflecting the spell light. 

When the fire died down, Jimmy asked, “Is that it?” 

“That’s it. And now it’s your turn.” 

Jimmy took the stylus and pen knife from Nicole. He hesitantly cut himself 
and began writing out his spell. “Am | doing this right?” 

“You're doing fine. Your spell will finish when you write the last symbol.” 
When he did, his spell’s silver fire swirled about before settling into his crotch. 
“And that’s it.” 

“Really? Just like that?” They walked over to the bed. 

“Just like that.” She took Jimmy’s hands and put them on her nipples. 
“All you have to do,” she moved Jimmy’s hands around, “is massage them like 
you did before.” 

Jimmy put his hand behind Nicole’s head and gently lowered her to the 
bed. Then he sat beside her, running his hands all over her body. He paid special 
attention to her boobs, and every time his hands moved away from them he left 
them a little bigger. 

“You're getting excited, too,” Nicole said. Jimmy’s cock, rock hard and 
pulsing gently in time with his heart, reached past the crease of his waist. 

“is ite 
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“You look bigger to me.” Nicole rolled on her side, her now-baseball-sized 
tits jiggling. “I'd say you're going to grow when you're aroused, but let's be sure.” 
She lowered her mouth to his dick and sucked. 

“Mmm, yes,” hissed Jimmy. Nicole ran her tongue along his shaft, then 
pulled back. The head of his dick now reached his navel. 

“It’s working.” 

“God, what a turn-on,” Jimmy said. 

“Let’s try out your spell right now,” Nicole said before wrapping her fingers 
around his penis and putting its head in her mouth. She gently squeezed and 
sucked as Jimmy’s dick grew in her mouth. Soon its tip was just below his 
sternum. 

“Wow, that feels great, but | believe in sharing.” Nicole obligingly rolled 
away and let him go back to teasing her breasts ever larger. His fingers trailed 
lightly over breasts that slowly inched up and out. “Your spell’s working just fine, 
too 

“I made sure to throw in extra sensitivity.” 

“I should kiss you for that.” He leaned forward. “Ow!” Jimmy straightened. 
“What the hell?” While he’d been focusing on Nicole his dick had swollen until 
its tip was at his chin, and he’d banged against it. It was as big around as a Coke 
can. 

“Oops.” 

“Oops?” Jimmy narrowed his eyes. 

“| guess | set the limits wrong on your spell. Silly me. Don’t know how 
that happened.” 

“Oh, hell. How big will | get?” 

If I did it right, about fifteen times longer.” 

He did the math. “Over seven feet? Fuck!” His cock now reached his nose. 

“Ifyou treat me right I'll give you a big ol’ titty fuck and see how you like 
it. There's lots of moonlight left, so when we're done I can do the spell right. But 
| decided it was my turn to have some fun.” She put both hands around his dick 
and ran them up and down along it length. “It won't be all hard work for you.” 
She knelt on the bed and licked all around his cock’s head, which was now higher 
than his head. 

“Fine, fine.” He took his penis and rubbed it up against her. “Maybe | can 
make your tits grow with this monster.” 

“Give it a try,” said Nicole with a lavicious grin. 

“| will,” he said, and proceeded to make good on his word. Jimmy soon 
had to stand next to the bed because his dick was best measured in feet. As he 
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rubbed Nicole's tits with the head of his penis, her breasts grew to match 
his growth. They went past basketball-sized, ending up at just under beach ball- 
sized. 

When it was clear she wasn't going to grow any more, she sat up. “Perfect. 
| can just gather them up in my arms and move around.” She turned to Jimmy, 
who looked tired standing over by the wall. His dick curved up and out, nearly 
brushing the ceiling. Veins ran along its surface, which swelled to nearly a foot 
across at its widest diameter. "I'd better take care of you now. Lie on the floor, on 
your side.” He did so, maneuvering his achingly erect member on the floor. 

“Hang on. Can't mess up the carpet.” Nicole tugged the sheet from the 
bed and put it under as much of his dick as she could. “There we go.” She retrieved 
the tube of K-Y and lathered the end of his penis with it. Fitting her boobs around 
him was a task, but she made it. “Is this good?” she asked as she slid along his 
length. 

“God, yes.” 

“Good.” The room fell quiet except for Jimmy’s gasps of pleasure and 
Nicole’s labored breathing as she moved back and forth, back and forth. When 
she felt him start to come, she grabbed the edge of the sheet and wrapped it 
over his dick’s head as a makeshift condom. His cum soaked the sheet, some of 
it splashing onto her. 

“We will have to burn these sheets,” Nicole told Jimmy later. He was 
sitting, his flaccid cock still a good four feet long. 

“Man, but it was worth it.” 

“You could always keep that monster.” 

“No!” He stood quickly, though much of his dick remained on the carpet. 
"I'm tearing up that spell.” As he walked to where his parchment was, his dick 
stiffened from the friction between it and the carpet. “First time | got excited in 
class, I'd bust out of my clothes.” 

“That I'd like to see.” 

He turned and smiled. “Maybe someday, but not tonight.” Parchment 
ripped, and Jimmy’s dick shrunk back to its normal size. “Now I need my real 
spell.” 

“Sure thing.” She paused. “Next full moon, would you want to try this 
again?” 

Jimmy’s grin gleamed in the moonlight. “As great as this felt? Absolutely.” 
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